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All day long a stream of youth 
pours through the blue door of 
La Casa de Nuesta Senora, the 
House of Our Lady, in the south 
side of Winslow, Arizona. All day 
and late into the night. 

It is a happy stream. It is a 
noisy stream. It is a restless 
stream. It is a shallow stream. It 
is a pathetic stream. It is a 
stream that someday may become 
a golden flood. 

Arizona! There is magnificent 
scenery in that state. And the 
sun shines brightly most of the 
time. And the sky is an incredible 
blue. And great stars blaze 
through the night, hanging low 
over mountain and vale. But it 
isn’t like that on the south side 
of Winslow. 

Assemble all the slums you’ve 
ever seen and bunch them crazily 
together. Throw in bits of patch- 
work fencing, sagging gray roofs, 
dirty barns and sheds, crumble 
adobe huts, acres of ashes and 
junk, and some few miles of wide 
twisted, muddy streets. That will 
give you some idea of the south 
side. Add bits of unexpected color. 
A locust tree with a gorget of 
morning glories shining on its 
throat. A garden bursting with 
purple petunias or bright orange 
marigolds. Or a plot of carefully 
tended radishes and corn and 
melons. Dump the mixture into 
the wide desert, with railroad 
tracks running close by and 
thousands of ugly freight cars 
loitering around. 

On a sunny day you can see 
mountains far away, snow on the 
tallest. That snow flashes a mes- 
sage now and then; but maybe 


a rainy day you can’t see much 
except the town, and the smoke 
of burning sawdust, and the great 
pools of water everywhere around 
you. Sometimes the rain creates 
a flood, and adobe walls crumble 
or melt, and wooden shacks burst 
open, and furniture is carried to 
some new-made gully. 


djlaw has been repealed. Generous 


ed. Most are frightfully poor, al- 
most totally uneducated, and ab- 
normally sensitive. 


“Suffer the Little Ones” 


The children are like the 
jungle of which they are so vital 
a part. Ugliness and beauty unite 
in them, in their minds, in their 
hearts, in their souls. Most of 
them are undisciplined, untaught, 
uncared for; yet even the least of 
them can laugh merrily, at times, 
and dance and sing. Music comes 
naturally to them, it seems; and 
grace is habitual with them. They 
are beautiful to look upon, even 
when they scream at each other, 
and bid each other “shed ap.” 

Most of these children have no 
proper homes, no proper clothing, 
no proper food, no proper beds, 
no proper parents. They are 
Catholics, in name at least, be- 
cause their parents were once 
Catholics. There are mothers and 
fathers here who have never made 
their first communion, never 
were married. There are mothers 
and fathers who have devoted 
their married life not to the rais- 
ing of children but to the drain- 
ing of many bottles. 

Once there was a law against 
selling liquor to the Indians. The 


white men lost no time in getting 
the: Indians all the liquor they 
could pay for. Some Indians own- 
ed oil lands, flocks of sheep, good 
houses, fine automobiles. The 
white men got all that. The In- 
dians got drunk, and stayed 
drunk. 
A New House 

The Casa de Nuestra Senora 
was opened in the south side in 
May, 1957, by the Madonna House 
Apostolate. Miss Catherine May- 
nard was named director. Miss 
Theresa Davis and Mr. Philip 
Knight, accompanied her from 
Combermere, to act as _ staff 
wokers. The Casa is a tiny place. 
It has only three rooms. Yet, 
often, there are as many as forty 
or fifty people in the place, read- 
ing, strumming guitars, scream- 
ing, running, talking, or playing 
games. 

All day and far into the night 
the stream of youth flows 
through the house — carrying 
some sort of riches away with it. 

“The little children love the 
Catechism lessons”, Miss May- 


| A Missionary’s First 
Christmas in the Yukon 


Editor’s Note—Father Bobillie 


r, O.M.1. is a Missionary to the 


far North. Ever since he arrived there, he has kept a daily journal in 
French .We were privileged to read some of it, and hereby translate 
his account of his first Christmas there in 1939. At present he is pastor 
at Atlin Lake, B.C. Perhaps some of our readers might like to corres- 
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;among workers in factories and 
;concerns, needs a sound know- 
|ledge in economic, social and pol-| 
\itical matters, and also of the} 





|and I welcomed the opportunity 


| also.” 


EXCERPTS 


FROM ADDRESS 
TO SECOND 
WORLD CONGRESS 
OF LAY APOSTOLATE 
POPE PIUS Xil 


Responsibility of Laymen 
All the members of the Church, 











as We Ourselves have said in the which embraces the whole world 
Encyclical 
Christi”, are called upon to colla-| ests of the Church. Examining his 
borate in the building and the!conscience concerning his duties 
perfecting of the Mystica?,Body of | toward neighbor, he will not only 
Christ . . If history shows that) 

ever since the origins of the'to my neighbor?” but will also 


“Mystici | Corporis 


‘child not only at school but long 


|social doctrine of the Church . .| 
We wish to draw attention par 
|ticularly to one aspect of the 
|education of young Catholics: the 
|formation of their apostolic spir- 
it. Instead of giving way to a 
| Slightly selfish tendency by 
|thinking only of the salvation 
|of their soul, they should be made 
jaware of their responsibilities to- 
Lward others and of_the ways to 
help them . . The apostolic spirit 


pond with him. 


During the last four months my 
principal occupation had been 
the study of the English language 


of doing some pastoral work 
among the Indians when it was 
offered to me by my Bishop, Bish- 
op, Bunoz, O.M.I. 

“I won’t need you for Midnight 
Mass here. You may go to Smith- 
ers and give Bishop Coudert a 
hand . . and take a few days off 


And so it was that on December 
22nd I took the train in Prince 
Rupert on the Pacific coast and 
arrived in Smithers at six the 
next morning. I hadn’t slept 
much but the night had been 
beautiful with the moon shining 
on the snow-capped mountains 
and the stars brilliant in the cold, 
cold sky, while soldiers on leave 
filled the train with their shouts 
and their laughter. 

Bishop Coudert, O.M.I., then 
coadjutor of Prince Rupert Vic- 
ariate was at the station to greet 
me. I hardly recognized him un- 
derneath his huge fur cap- 

“It is cold here’, he said,” not 
like Prince Rupert. Take these 
gloves, you’ll need them.” 


to translate fast and fluently 
whatever the Bishop said, but 
wondered at the smiles on the 
people’s faces. Midway through 
the sermon the Bishop stopped, 
had the interpreter go back to 
his place—which he did quite 
calmly—for the man had n 
giving his own version of the life 
of Our Lord, and the Bishop con- 
tinued in English. 

Seven-thirty p.m. Benediction 
of the Blessed Sacrament given 
by the Bishop who also preaches 
again. Indians love sermons, es- 
pecially if accompanied by much 
gesticulation. They pray well in 
Latin, English and their own 
tongue. The Bishop himself dec- 
orated the altar for Midnight 
Mass and heard confessions. 

At midnight, a Pontifical High 
Mass. Some two hundred Indians 
crowd into the small Church. I 
assist the Bishop as deacon, sub- 
deacon, assistant-priest, etc . 
The congregation sings softly, pi- 
ously accompanied by two accor- 
dians and a saxaphone. The Bish- 
op, vested in his episcopal robes, 





On the way to the mission 
house, the Bishop told me of his 
plans for Christmas. 

“The local missionary would 
like to have you, but I too need 





takes root in the heart of the 


before the school age and is en- 
gendered by the care of the mo- 
ther herself. The child will learn 
how to pray at Mass and offer 
the Sacrifice with an intention 


/and above all the important inter- 


ask himself, “Have I done harm 


Indian mission. Would you like to 
come with me? Without you I will 
not be able to celebrate a Ponti- 


make up your own mind.” 

That didn’t take long... 

“TJ will go with you, Bishop, I 
am anxious to meet the Indians} 
of your mission. . . more than the| 
white people of Smithers.” 

“Fine,” he answered”, we leave | 
this afternoon.”’ 

Later that day, Father Allard, 
O.M.I1., the resident missionary of 


| have their babies with them; to- 


fical High Mass. But feel free to| night all is hushed; the little ones 


with mitre and crozier, preaches 
another stirring sermon. The 
most moving moment of this 
Mass is the Communion of all 


your services. I am going to an| these children of the woods. They 


all come to receive, men, women, 
children. Indian women always 


are quiet as if they too understood 
the mystery of Christmas. 





ST.FRANCIS XAVIER 


Church laymen have taken part | ask, “Have I shown him the way 
in the activity which the priest} which leads to God, to Christ, to 
carries out in the service of the | the Church and to salvation?” 
Church, it is more than ever today Exercise of the Lay Apostolate 
that they must lend this collabor-| (In the Parish, in the field of 
ation with greater fervour “for Radio, Press, Television, in the 
building up the Body of Christ”|Working World) .. The appeal 
(Ephesians 4:12) in all the forms which we made last year to the 
of the apostolate, especially when!German Catholics also applies to 
it is a matter of making the|the lay apostles the whole world 
Christian spirit penetrate all fam-'|over, wherever there is technical 
|and industrial activity. We told 


Moricetown, our _ destination, 
came and picked us up in his 
car. With the Bishop and myself 
was another traveller in the car: 
the local Indian chief, an old man 
wearing glasses and a large mus- 
tache, who kissed my hand when 
we met- After an hour or so of 
travelling over rough mountain 
roads we reached Moricetown 
with its log cabins, topped by 
Church and Rectory. 


nard says, ‘but we have difficulty 
in talking about God as a loving 
Father. Most of these children 
look on a father as someone who 
is always drunk, always cruel, 
always hollering ‘Shed ap’, always 
punishing them. There are a few 
who never heard of love, who do 
not know what it is, who do not 
epect it, who fear it. It seems to 
them ‘another Gringo trick’ to 


. East Side—South Side! 

The vicinity is inhabited by 
dogs. Vicious dogs. Frightened 
dogs. Dogs that whine for food, 
and slink away furtively when 
food is offered. Dogs that bark 
all night. 

If you saw the south side of 
Winslow, in the movies you would 
Say it was exaggerated. But the 
place exists. You might say it ex- 
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dominate 


ists by itself. It is cut off from 
Winslow proper by more than 
railroad tracks; and it is linked to 
Coopertown, another part of 
Winslow ,only by a mile or so of 
road, a priest, and the Madre de 
Dios church. 

The penple are mostly Mexi- 
cans, but there are a few Hopi 
and Navajo families, and a num- 
ber of Negroes. Some are fairly 
well to do and fairly well educat- 
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ily, social, economic and political 
ple. How can you) jife 
speak of love to children who hate 
mother and father and every- 
body else?” 

Discipline of love 


Aside from the small number 
of priests, the relations between 
the Church and the world re- 
quire the intervention of lay ap- 
ostles. The ‘“consecratio mundi” 


At first there was no discipline 
of any kind. It came gradually, 
perhaps because the teachers 
were patient, kind, understand- 
ing, full of sympathy and love. 
Then too there was no other 
place for the children to go. They 
could not meet in their own 
homes. Who’d welcome them? At 
the Casa they could have fun, 
and—tremendcus thought — the 
attention of their teachers! Some- 
times there was food too, and 
something good to drink. One had 
to learn to behave himself—but it 
was worth it! 

Eventually teen-age boys and 
girls came to the Casa; and many 
returned again and .They 
found something they could not 
put into words. They didn’t want 
to leave. 

_ There were boys who had been 

in reform school. There were boys: 

who had been in prison. There 

were boys who were frankly ene- 

mies of all peice “especially 
age Four) 


(Continued on 








It has been announced by 
the Franciscan Fathers of the 
Third Order Regular, who con- 
duct Steubenville College, in 
Steubenville, Ohio, that they 
have chosen Mrs. Catherine de 
Hueck Doherty to be-the rec- 
ipient of this year’s award of 
the Il Poverello Medal to be 
conferred on December 8th. 














is, essentially, the work of the 
laymen themselves, of men who 
are intimately a part of economic 
and social life, who participate 
in the government and in legis- 
lative assemblies. In the same 
manner the Catholic cells, which 
must be created among workers! 
in every factory and in all work-| 
ing environments for bringing) 
back to the Church those who) 
have strayed from Her, can be} 
constituted only by the workers | 
themselves. 

May the ecclesiastical authority | 
also apply the general principle} 
of subsidiary and complementary 





|them: You are committed to one 
important task, that of giving the 
world of industry a Christian 
form and_ structure . -.. Christ, 
through Whom _ everything was 
created, the Master of the world, 
also remains the Master of the 
present-day world, because this 
also is called upon to be a Christ- 
ian world. It is up to you to stamp 
it with the imprint of Christ.” This 
is certainly the heaviest but also 
the greatest task of the apostolate 
of the Catholic laity. 
Latin America 

The position of the Church in 
Latin America is characterized 
by a rapid increase in population 
in 1920 it was 92 million whereas 
is has nearly reached 200 mil- 
lion. The big cities are crowded: 
technical and industrial progress 
is making rapid strides forward- 


help; may the layman be entrust-|On the other hand there are not 
ed with tasks that he can fulfill enough priests: instead of the 
as well or even better than the 160,000 which is figured as the 
priest, and may he, within the pare minimum necessary, there 
limits of his function or the lim- are hardly 30,000. Finally, there 
its established by the common are four mortal dangers which 
welfare of the Church, be able to tnreaten the Church: the invas- 
act freely and exercise his re-|ion of Protestant sects; the secul- 


sponsibility . . The lay apostolate 
must always remain within the 
limits of orthodoxy and must not, 
oppose itself te the legitimate 
prescriptions of competent ec- 
clesiastical authorities” . - . 

Formation of Lay Apostles 

They must possess, besides the, 
apostolic spirit which animates| 
them, a quality without which 
they would do more harm than 








good—tact. At the present time, 
even the lay apostle who labours! 


| 


arization of the whole system of 
life; Marxism which makes itself 
felt in the universities and is a 
most active element and controls 
the workers’ organizations, and a 
troublesome spiritism. 

Under these circumstances, it 
would appear to Us that the lay 
apostolate bears three main re- 
sponsibilities: firstly, the forma- 
tion of lay apostles to make good 


Every mission house has its 
common room always open to the 
Indians. It was there that we 
went. Gradually all the inhabit- 
ants of this small village came to 
greet the Bishop, to kiss his hand, 
and mine. . as is the Indian cus- 
tom. I am happy to be here for 
my first Christmas away from 
France. These Indians are friend- 
ly and I am already fond of them. 
The Bishop, who has lived among 
them for twenty years, is right at 
home with them, he knows them 
well and moves among them like 
a respected friend and father. 

Following this meeting, we 
move on to the kitchen, a humble 
room, six by three feet, for sup- 
per: a few potatoes, some meat 
and a glass of water, prepared by 
Father Allard, the old missionary, 
while some of the Indians remain 
in the common room. The rest re- 
turn later on for evening pray- 
ers, Rosary, h and a sermon 
by the Bishop in which he tells 
them how pleased he is to be able 
to spend Christmas with them 
this year. After prayers, a card 
game ending around ten. There is 
only one bed room and two beds. 
I will sleep on the floor. 


December 24—Sunday. Bishop 
Coudert presided at the High 
Mass celebrated by Father Allard. 
The Church was full. Old trap- 
pers, women wearing moccassins, 
girls dressed according to white 
fashions, all answered the pray- 
ers and sang the Common of the 
Mass. After the Gospel, the Bish- 
op gave a sermon in English 





which was interpreted by an In- 
dian in the local dialect. I mar-| 





the lack of priests in pastoral 
(Continued on Page Four) 





FEAST DAY 
DECEMBER 3rd 





December 25. It has been a 
short night. It was past three this 
morning when the last of the 
Indians left the mission common 
room where I was to sleep. At 
eight o’clock I am ready to say 
my three masses. Some Indians 
are already in Church. They an- 
swer the prayers and sing hymns 
during my first two masses. It is 
my privilege to sing the High 
Mass. Again the Bishop preaches. 
As I said, the Indians love ser- 
mons. 

After Mass, the Bishop drives 
some three miles to bring Com- 
munion to a sick old lady. His 
car lands into a ditch. 

After lunch the young people 
come to spend the afternoon in 
their ‘Father’s’ house, playing 
cards. They are happy. It is 
Christmas, no ordinary Christ- 
mas, for their Bishop has been 
with them. Never have they wit- 
nessed such grandiose ceremonies. 

I go with the Bishop to the 
cemetery to bless the most recent 
graves. 

The time has come for us to 
leave. The Bishop distributes 
medals, beads, blessings. 

My last memory is of a cloud of 
snow and the acclamations of the 


veled at the interpreter’s ability | Indians. 
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The Managing Editor, The Editor, and the Supervising 
Editor of Restoration, namely, Catherine Doherty, Eddie 
Doherty, and Father Callahan, together with all the Staff 
Workers of the Madonna House Apostolate, wish all our 


readers and friends 


Che Crue Blessings of Christmas 





Peace and Charity 








We received a copy of the 
1958 Liturgical Wheel Calen- 
dar designed by Ade Bethune. 

Each year the _ calendar 
reaches more people and helps 
them to identify themselves 
more closely with the Church’s 
liturgical year. 

Last year she introduced the 
idea of incorporating family 
feasts into the cycle of the Lit- 
urgy by writing them around 
the outer edge of the wheel. 
This was so well received that 
she has continued to leave 
space for that purpose; this 
year, she has added lines to 
facilitate the writing of family 
anniversaries. 

The retail price is $1-00—avail- 
able now at the better religious 
goods stores or directly from: 


THE ST. LEO SHOP, INC. 
(a non-profit organization for 
the liturgical apostolate) 
118 Washington Street 
Newport, Rhode Island 
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A Missionary, Father 
George Srampikal writes 
us that he would like to 
establish a lending library 
for his people, and would 
appreciate the gift of any 
good Catholic books. They 


Pallivasal Estate, 
Munnar P.O. 
Kerala State 
India 


may be sent to him at: . 





COMBERMERE DIARY 


The news of the past month 
was the return of Mamie Legris 
and B from Europe. Mamie was 
quite disappointed in the ocean 
crossing by boat going to Europe, 
as it was very calm and the boa 
gained a day. However, her ability 
as a sailor was tried in her return 
voyage, as there were three days 
of full gale with about 60 per cent 
of the passengers sick, but Mamie 
proved to be a good sailor. 

The Staff prepared a gala sup- 
per and evening with songs and 
skits, and then listened entranced 
as the returnees told of their 
European experiences. We will 
not enlarge on this, as elsewhere 
in this issue of “Restoration” you 
will be able to read about the 
Lay Congress in Rome. 

We enjoyed a brief but pleas- 
ant visit from Bishop Coudert of 
the Yukon Territory. 

One afternoon, Fathers Keven 
and Ronald of the Passionist Fa- 
thers, who had spent two weeks 
in the Pembroke Diocese talking 
on vocations, visited us. We were 
amazed when one of the good 
Fathers told us that last year a 
poll had been taken among 1,500 
Seminarians, and 72 per cent. of 
them admitted that they had ex- 
perienced parental objection to 
their vocation. A similar poll 
among 1,500 Sisters revealed that 
59 per cent. had _ likewise 
experienced parental opposition! 
We wonder what the percentage 
would be to vocations to the Lay 
Apostolate and Secular Instit- 
utes! Evidently more prayer is 
needed to overcome the ravages of 
a secular and materialistic men- 
tality on the part of many Cath- 
olic parents. 


BOOKS NEEDED 


A plea for “Catholic Lit- 
erature, papers, maga- 
zines, and periodicals and 
any other democratic 
publications from your 
country are highly solic- 
ited. 

Please send to: 

K. L. THOMAS, B.A. 
340 Behind Lourdes 
Cathedral 
Trichur, S. India 




















AN 
INFORMATION 
COURSE 


At the Catholic Information 
Centre we are starting an Inquiry 
Course in Catholic beliefs. It is 
being given primarily for non- 
Catholics who are interested in 
learning about our Faith, and 
also for Catholics who wish to 
refresh themselves on the funda- 
mentals of our religion. 

As I sit at my desk in the Infor- 
mation Centre and watch the 
streams of people going by our 
store window, I can’t help won- 
dering sometimes how many of 
them know where they are going. 
Of course, if one asked them, 
they would answer that they are 
off to work, or to buy something 
at the store, or rushing home to 
get supper for the family. This is 
not, however, what I’m driving at. 
I mean—do they really know the 
|purpose of their lives? Have they 
jeven given this question more 
than a passing thought? The an- 
iswer, I’m afraid is that most 
people are going through life 
without knowing what it is all 
about, or why they were born— 
and seemingly they don’t care. 

Where Are You Going? 

For us who have received the 
gift of Faith and a Christian ed- 
ucation, is not this a tragic sight 
to behold? Thousands of men and 
women who were created for the 
sole purpose of knowing, loving 
and serving God in order to be 
united with Him in perfect hap- 
piness through all eternity — in- 
stead of which, they are seeking 
the happiness for which they 
yearn in the passing pleasures of 
this world, giving not a thought 
to the salvation of their immortal 
souls. 

That is why we are giving this 
course. We want to share with 
as many people as possible the 
priceless heritage which is offer- 
ed to all by our loving Father 
God. We shall try especially to 
convey the goodness.of God, how 
he has manifested His goodness 
in his dealings with mankind, and 
how man can best return love for 
love. 

Afte the fall of Adam, God 
could have left man to his own 
devices. It is possible by human 
reason to arrive at a certain 
knowledge of God and of man’s 
purpose and destiny — as Plato 
and Aristotle did — but most 
people do not have the capacity 
to do so. So God, in His mercy, 
gave us Revelation, which comes 
to us through the prophets of the 
Old Testament, and through 
Christ and His Church. 

The role of the prophets was to 
manifest God’s will to the chosen 
people, to reproach: them when 
they fell into sinful ways and en- 
courage them to turn their faces 
Godward once more. and also to 
keep alive in their hearts the 
hope of a Redeemer. The whole 
of the Old Testament is imbued 
with a longing for the Messiah, 
promised by God to Adam after 
the Fall, Who would deliver His 
people from the captivity of sin. 

God’s Love 

At last, after thousands of 
years of waiting, God gave us Our 
Redeemer, and with the Incar- 
nation the story of God’s loving 
provision for mankind reaches its 
fulfillment. For thirty hidden 
years and three public ones, 
Christ showed us His words and 
deeds, that He was the Way, the 
Truth and the Life, taught His 
disciples to follow Him (“Love 
one another, as I have loved you’’) 
and trained His Apostles to take 
over (Go, teach all nations. . ”) 
Then He offered up His life on 
Calvary in reparation for our sins, 
and returned to His Father. But 
Our Lord did not leave us orph- 
ans. He provided lavishly for His 
children by giving us the Church, 
His Spouse, the living continuat- 
ion of Himself on earth. What She 
teaches is in truth Christ’s teach- 
ings, and Her leaders are His rep- 
resentatives. Through Her, God 
manifests His Will and His Love 
for us. Through Her we receive 
the Sacraments—the channels of 
grace by which our supernatural 
life is nourished and strengthened 
and provided. for from birth to 
death. And through Her we are 
told what God expects from us 
in return for His bounty. The 
Commandments of God and the 
Church point out clearly how to 
lead a more intense life with God 
while on earth; and through the 
Liturgy we are shown how best 
we can express our love and grat- 
itude to Our Creator and Redeem- 
er. 
This, in brief, is the love story 
we want to tell our fellowmen. 
Let us all join in prayer that each 
day more and more people will 
turn their faces toward God and 
give themselves to Him as He does 


to them. 





























Marite Langlois. 





Mary Ward 


In his address to the Lay Apos- 
tolate Congress of 1951 and again 
when speaking to the delegates 
of the Congress held last October 
in Rome, the Holy Father has sig- 
nalled Mary Ward as a fore-run- 
ner of the modern lay apostolic 
movements. Our readers may be 
interested in knowing more about 
this gentle and indomitable wo- 
man who was born in Yorkshire 
in 1585, founded the Institute of 
the Blessed Virgin Mary and died 
in 1645. Here are excerpts from 
an article, written by Father 
James Broderick, S. J. and pub- 
lished in the London “Tablet” a 
few years ago. 

“She was Yorkshire incarnate, 
with the best of its humor, solid 
sense, kindliness and tenacity of 
purpose standing in her eyes or 
taking form on her lips. Mary’s 
family tree had very deep roots 
and innumerable branches where- 
by she was related to half the 
Catholics of the county, the stur- 
diest Catholics in England. When 
she was twenty and very beauti- 
ful, human love intervened but 
she put it aside and began 
searching for the order best suited 
to what she imagined to be her 
contemplative vocation. She tried 
the Colettines, the Poor Clares, 
with no success. She devoted her- 
self for a time to works of mercy 
in London, then with five com- 
panions opened a school for girls 
in St. Omer, France, just across 
the street from the Jesuits. 

New Vocation 

“They helped all in their power, 
at least until the still waiting 
Mary suddenly, in 1611, received 
a light from Heaven that what 
God desired her to do was to 
found a new order of women, 
after the pattern of the Society of 
Jesus. Then, indeed, was there a 
mighty commotion and pulling in 
of horns at Stonyhurst in Flan- 
ders! The Jesuits knew better 
than Mary did what it had cost 
St. Ignatius, Laynez and St. Fran- 
cis Borgia to secure and maintain 
the revolutionary exemption from 
choir, freedom from enclosure, 
and government by a superior- 
general elected for life, which 
their new conception of the apos- 
tolate demanded. And now, 
shades of Paul IV nd Pius VII, wo- 
men, women, ye moralists and 
canonists, have got it into their 
absurd heads to want the same 
exemptions and privileges! What 
in the world would St. Paul think 
or, even worse, Pope Paul V? 
Amidst all the head-shaking and 
tongue-wagging Mary went se- 
renely on her way, “her only why 
or what that God’s honour were 
advanced and souls gained on 
Him.” She stole back to England 
several times, starting a commun- 
ity in.London under the very 
noses 9f the pursuivants, and sent 
her sisters into the provinces to 
help the hunted priests and their 
persecuted people. At last she 
found herself in jail and under 
sentence of death, but she was re- 
served in God’s providence for a 
more difficult form of martyr- 
dom. The Bishop of St. Omer, a 
Franciscan who had the charity 
and zeal of St. Francis, was her 
great stand-by in those experi- 
mental years. With his advice she 
submitted the plan of her pro- 
jected Institute, which in all but 
a few minor details mirrored the 
Institute of St. Ignatius, to the 
judgment of Pope Paul, and was 
thrilled to receive from him in 
1616 a friendly and encouraging 
answer. While this was being read 
to her, the Minister of the Jesuit 
College, who happened to be in 
the room, remarked with a shrug, 
“When ,all is done they are but 
women!” That roused the York- 
shire in Mary, who made a 
“speech” to her nuns on the sub- 
ject, full of such delightful retorts 
as these: “There is no such dif- 
ference between men and women 
that women may not do great 
things, as we have seen by ex- 
ample of many saints who have 
done great things. And I hope to 
God it will be seen that women in 
time to come will do much... If 
women were made so inferior to 
men in all things, why were they 
not exempted in all things, as 
they are in some? I confess wives 
are to be subject to their hus- 
bands, men are head of the 
Church, women are not to ad- 
minister sacraments nor preach 
in public churches, but in all 
other things wherein are we so in- 
ferior to other creatures that they 
should term us “but women’? For 
what think you of this word, “but 
women,” but as if we were in all 
things inferior to some other 
creature, whicfi I suppose to be 
man? Which I dare to be bold to 
say is a lie; and with respect to 
the good Father may say it is an 
error I would to God that all men 
understood this verity, that wo- 
men if they will be perfect, and if 
they would not make us believe 
we can do nothing, and that we 


are but women, we might do great 














matters.” Who now can doubt 
that English Mary is of the com- 
pany of Italian Catherine, Span- 
ish Teresa, and French Marie, the 
incomparable Ursuline? Indeed, 
she wields the same witchery as 
they to kindle the heart and make 
it realize God at work in all the 
fantastic ups and downs of hu- 
man. history. 

“On the strength of the Pope’s 
kindly message, Mary established 
convents and opened girls’ schools 
during the following twelve years 
at Liege, Cologne, Trier, Rome, 
Naples, Munich, and Pressburg. 
But while her zeal and her two 
untirable feet thus roamed over 
the map, opposition to her activ- 
ities increased menacingly in 
England and Rome. We can un- 
derstand and forgive much of it, 
considering the slow times and 
how far her alert, heaven-taught 
spirit was in advance of them. 
But it is difficult even now to 
stomach the intrigues of priests 
such as Ingoli and Rant, who, 
because of her Jesuit connections, 
were bent on _ her destruction. 
Others were actuated by the prin- 
ciple first enunciated on the or- 
iginal Good Friday morning, “We 
have a law, and according to the 
law she ought to die.” Die she did 
too, but only to rise again in 
God’s time with her faith, hope 
and charity shining and evident 
as the sun in the sky. Her ten 
convents fell into the ground and 
today they are more than two 
hundred, half of them where our 
hopes for the future of Europe 
would best like them to be, in 
Germany. If we would re-educate 
the future mothers of Germany, 
here surely, in the great schools 
and long experience of the 
“Englischen Fraulein,” the Eng- 
lish Ladies, as Mary Ward’s nuns 
are called to this day, is one mar- 
vellous providential instrument 
for our hands. 

Tribute 

“Mary’s nuns are now to be 
found in every part of the world, 
very much including this Eng- 
land which she loved so dearly 
and suffered from so heavily. But 
there is more to be said than that, 
and Cardinal Bourne, who was a 
man sparing of enthusiasm, said 
it a generation ago: “It is a duty 
of gratitude to recall continually 
to the Catholics of England, and 
indeed of the whole united King- 
dom, as well as to all the teaching 
orders of religious women 
throughout the world, that the 
very existence of the modern ed- 
Educational and charitable con- 
gregations, such as we know them 
in their almost countless multip- 
licity, was made possible by the 
supernatural foresight, the heroic 
preserverance and the terrible 
disappointments and sufferings 


of Mary Ward.” 


ADVENT 


Softly, now, speak softly. 
The cloud is on the sky 
And rust is on the trees. 
The birds are gone from the hills, 
And all the earth waits, quietly. 





Softly, now,. speak softly. 

The shadow is on the day 

And mornings are rime-flecked. 
Shocks are gold in the fields 

And apple trees wait, heavily. 


Dumbness is on the crickets 

And no drum-rolls shatter 

The sharp, breath-held silence 

Of a wave, before it topples and 
crashes. 

Softly, now, speak softly. 


Silence is on the woman 

As she watches and smiles gently 

When the word that soon will be 
spoken 

Moves restlessly in her womb, 

Softly, now, I will speak softly: 


“We are dumb, Lady. 

Pain weaves a net around our 
tongues 

And winds a web around our 
hearts. 

Flesh binds our souls, and makes 
them stammer, 

For our love has been heart-deep 


only. 
We are mute, gat 
Stilled not b owing 
Or by cas uncaring, 


Nor even by callous ungracing, 
Silenced we are by waiting, 
Barren we are, and longing. 


When the ice is on the brook 

And snow is on the stubble, 

When the thunder of apples is 
over 

And the trees are black in the 
silence, 

Speak for us, Mother, speak 
softly. 


Speak in the silence we have not 
wanted, 

Speak in the pain and soothe our 
bodies. 

Speak: let us hear in soul, not 
heart; 

Speak: let our Father hear His 
single saying. 

Oh softly, then, but clearly 

Speak the Word only, and our 
souls shall be healed.” 





LOOKS AT BOOKS 


THE SANCTIFIER 
By Archbishop Martinez 
Pub: St. Anthony’s Guild Press 
Price: $4.00 

A tremendous book has come 
off the press recently, about one 
of the most important subjects 
in the world—God. 

How few of our contemporar- 
ies consider God “the most im- 
portant” subject in the world— 
to know, learn, and to “love’’. 
Perhaps because God has been 
shrouded in a sea of words that 
have become incomprehensible 
to the majority of men. Perhaps 
because God is still rarely as- 
sociated with love, though He is 
Love... 

Love is a Person, and that Per- 
son is God, the Third Person of 
the Most Holy Trinity—The Holy 
Ghost. Perhaps it is hard for the 
Modern Man to understand this 
immense mystery of the Trinity, 
this immense mystery of Love. 

Here is then a book that dis- 
cussing one Person, certainly ex- 
plains the THREE, for it explains 
Love. 

It is not a difficult book to 
read. An easy one for the aver- 
age layman, and it answers many 
questions that the heart of man 
is seeking today. 

The search for security. that 
men are filled with or seeking 
today are simply and clearly ans- 
wered in this book. 

Its very title, THE SANCTIF- 
IER, is soft and gentle and ten- 
der to the ears of weary modern 
men—for to sanctify means’ to 
make whole. Heal. Restore. Lift 
up. Aren't all those the things 
that we desire above all? To be 
healed. To be consoled. Lifted up. 
And made whole? 

It is a well wrtiten book. The 
translation is very good. It is in- 
cidentally translated by Sister 
Mary Aquinas, O.S.U. 

We need to know the Holy 
Ghost. We need to know the Trin- 
ity. Because we need to know our- 
selves; the reason why we were 
created; and we need to under- 
stand that we have been made 
for peace. This book slowly and 
gently takes us to the immense 
heights, wherein God dwells. But 
the ladder of words by which it 
takes us, is easy to climb. And 
what is more wonderful, is that 
it brings us just as gently back 
again to our scarred earth, but 
now with ourselves better equip- 
ped, not only to become whole 
again, but to help to make others 
whole again. 

The lovely art work is by Jose 
de Vinck. It is the kind of a book 
that we recommend to everybody. 
Catholic, Protestant, Jew and 
Gentile. Young and old. It would 
make a wonderful Christmas gift, 
for those who will read it will 
understand Christmas better. For 
where One is, the Three are. 


LAY WORKERS FOR CHRIST 
Edited by Rev. George Kane 
Introduction by 
Valerian Cardinal Gracias 
(Newman Press) 

This is a tremendous book! 
The whole vision of the mission 
of the laity in today’s world 
flashes before one’s mind, as one 
réads the simple accounts . . . so 
simple, and by the very fact, so 
moving, of the life of men and 
women, who, in the lay state, 
gave their all to God. 

Primarily intended to take its 
place in a series on vocations for 
young adults — Why I became a 
Priest—Why I Became a Nun— 
Why I became a Brother — this 
book will do much to spread 
everywhere, and not only with 
the young, the knowledge of the 
Lay Apostolate, and, we hope, the 
desire to use one’s strength as a 
“Lay Worker for Christ”. 

Written in simple language, in 
“everyday words”, avoiding theor- 
ies to bring out the testimony of 
a lifetime, this book takes us 
throughout the world, with Cath- 
erine de Hueck (it is not my fault 
if I begin with her, so does the 
book . .) David Goldstein (Cam- 
paigners for Christ), Margaret 
Reid (Ladies of the Grail), Rom 
Maione (Young Christian Work- 
ers), the Crowleys (Christian 
Family Movement) ... and so 
many others. But I don’t want to 
sound like a table of contents. . 
only, I assure you, you must read 
the book, it will make you realize 
better what it means to be a 
Catholic in the twentieth century. 
“Problems,” said Maione, “who’s 
got problems?” (That was before 
he joined the Young Christian 
Workers. Now that he’s been el- 
ected their president on the in- 
ternational level, he’s got prob- 
lems, he’s got plenty of problems, 
but they’re not his problems, they 
are Christ’s ... and His King- 
dom’s!) And that’s your problem 
too! 
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THE LAY APOSTOLATE 
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By Catherine 











History has been made in 
Rome. The Second Congress of 
the Lay Apostolate met here in 
session from October 5th to 14th. 
It truly was this time a repres- 
entative gathering from 90 na- 
tions, with over two thousand 
delegates representing many mil- 
lions of Catholic Lay Po genes 

There have been of course 
many international gatherings, 
before this, and there will be 
many more. The reason why THIS 
PARTICLAR ONE HAS MADE 
HISTORY, is because it was a 
Congress of “little people”. Or- 
dinary folks from all over the 
world, and especially well repre- 
sented were the Asiatic and Afri- 
can worlds. 

They came to Rome, many of 
them from incredible distances, 
travelling the slow way—because 
it was the cheapest way, at a 
sacrifice that we who are of the 
new and rich world cannot im- 
agine. They came to hear the 
words of our Common Father, 
the Holy Pontiff, to get His Pa- 
ternal Blessing, to listen, and to 
learn . . So did the rest of the 
delegates from North and South 
America, from near-by Europe, 
from the Near East, in fact from 
the four corners of the earth. 
Only the countries behind the 
Iron and Bamboo Curtains were 
not there. Their presence and ab- 
sence was symbolised throughout 
the whole Congress, by an empty 
chair on the Podium with a bou- 
quet of deep red flowers—symbols 
of their martyrdom and absence. 

The Absent Ones 

That empty chair dominated 
the immense hall and everyone 
in it. Those flowers spoke elo- 
quently of the blood of the Mar- 
tyrs of our times, and their holy, 
immense, and silent contribution 
of suffering, faithfulness, and 
death. 

Perhaps because of that empty 
chair, all were cognizant of their 
immense responsibility to THESE 
SILENT AND ABSENT ONES .. 
and all themes discussed includ- 
ed them . . turned toward them, 
in an immense flame of Caritas. 

This Congress made History 
too, because it showed the world 
the travail of the Church or the 
Church in travail, and did so, in 
the very heart, the very depths 
of the Holy Mystery of Rome, 
MYSTERIUM ROMANUM, that 
tangible, intangible, reality that 
is THE ONE HOLY ROMAN 
CATHOLIC CHURCH . . Mother 
of all Churches, and of all Truth 
everywhere. 

The first Mass of the Congress 
was celebrated in the Catacombs. 
Fittingly so . . for like the first 
Apostles of Christ, the lay 
apostles of our day go forth into 
a pagan, angry world that is 
finding its gods empty, and is 
not finding others to replace them 
and are thus ready to despair, 
with the ultimate despair of the 
damned. 

This must not happen, for ‘this 
is in truth the ACCEPTABLE 
TIME, to lead a lost world back 
to the source of Light and Truth 
that it left so dramatically and 
disastrously some four hundred 
years ago to wander first in the 
twilight of heresies, then in the 
stygian darkness of materialism, 
atheism, and Communism. 

Unity, in diversity 

“THIS MUST NOT HAPPEN” 
... could be well called the inner 
theme of a Congress which had 
the official theme of THE CRIS- 
IS OF THE MODERN WORLD. 
East met West in Rome. Old Eur- 


ope met the New World, all met 


one another, in deep charity and/yet free, are woefully 


friendship, but with such an an- 
guish of spirit that human words 
fail in even attempting to describe 
it. 

For where are the words to 
describe the ANGUISH OF LOVE? 
For that is what the represent- 
atives of the free world came to 
bring to the feet of Christ and 
His Representative in Rome. 

Holy anguish of love. . what a 
joy to behold it! What travail of 
the spirit, and the-~intellect to 
answer its call . . to fill its needs 
To this end was the whole Con- 
gress dedicated. For indeed here 
were gathered the representatives 
of the “little folks” —the rank and 
file of the laity and their chap- 
lains and Bishops, the laity pre- 


Strange Army 

But this ordinary rank and file, 
these little folksx—WERE AN IM- 
MENSE AND POWERFUL ARMY, 
COME OF AGE, UNDER THE 
GUIDANCE OF THE HOLY SPIR- 
IT AND OUR HOLY PONTIFF 
AND FATHER OF ALL. An army 
ready for any sacrifice, any battle. 
An army armed with nothing but 
APOSTOLIC, CHARITY . . WIL- 
LING, NAY EAGER, TO LAY 
THEIR LIVES FOR THE SOULS 
OF OTHERS FOR CHRIST AND 
OUR HOLY FAITH. An army the 
world has not seen the like of 
since early Christianity. 

An army trained, formed, and 
seasoned, in many a_ spiritual 
battle on their own countries’ 
battlefields. 

A holy crusade, hungry for 
further enlightenment. . further 
directions . . . to go forth into 
the depths and heights of THE 
ETERNAL APOSTOLATE OF 
THE CHURCH FOR THE SALVA- 
TION OF SOULS. An army that 
has been, and still was ready to 
go through hell to get to heaven, 
and take other souls with it. 

THE HOLY MYSTERIUM OF 
ROME, THE ETERNAL AND 
HOLY CITY .. WAS BEING 
WROUGHT IN THE VERY 
SOULS OF THE PARTICIPANTS 
OF THIS CONGRESS THE LORD 
WAS PRESENT HIMSELF .. 
AND HIS “QUO VADIS” . 
“WHERE GOEST THOU?” WAS 
CLEARLY ANSWERED THIS 
TIME .. “WE GO FORTH AS 
YOU TOLD US TO. .TO TEACH 
ALL NATIONS THY LUMINOUS 
TRUTH AND LOVE, LORD.” 

But there is much yet to do. 
The travail of the spirit must yet 
go deeper. For in the very meet- 
ing of minds, hearts, and souls 
of so many people, from so var- 
ied backgrounds, cultures, and 
customs, united only in our Holy 
Faith, and its flaming Charity, 
must come a_ synthesis of 
thoughts and action. 

Action Demanded 

Each participant too, must 
bring back to his or her apostol- 
ate, wherever it may be, a clear 
picture of the tremendous unity 
that all felt amongst themselves 
in Rome as weil’as the tremen- 
dous obstacles that each and all 
have to overcome. All must make 
their apostolates and countries 
aware of the immense problems 
confronting the Church in our 
Modern world, all must cry out 
night and day . . THAT THE 
CHURCH IS THE CATHOLICS 
OF EVERY LAND . . THAT EACH 
HAS A RESPONSIBILITY TO- 
WARD ALL. 

All must speak with loud voic- 
es unafraid—like the apostles at 
Pentecost — for indeed all have 
received anew the Holy Spirit 
here in Rome, when gathered to- 
gether they heard the voice of 
the Holy Father blessing them 
and sending them forth filled 
with tongues of flame once again. 

Many are the common needs of 
the Lay Apostolate, none so urg- 
ent than a full continued know- 
ledge of what each is doing. This 
need was clearly felt, seen, and 
aposes of. Though distances are 
shrunk in our world of jet planes 
—nevertheless contacts between 
apostolates are rare and far be- 
tween. THIS MUST BE REME- 
DIED. For there is too much that 
must be shared by all from all. 

On national, on international 
levels this must be remedied, and 
will be. This will be one of the 
great fruits of this HISTORICAL 
CONGRESS. 

In the mee of East and 
West another thought became 
clear — there is no division be- 
tween them. All are united in 
Charity, and by one common 
enemy. . . COMMUNISM and all 
it a for, spiritually and fact- 
ually. 

KNOWLEDGE AND THE DIS- 
SEMINATION OF IT ARE OF 
THE ESSENCE. Many countries 

behind 


matters of clear cut knowledge of 
the lateness of time, the immense 
inroads of the Communistic Mys- 
tique into the souls of all men 
everywhere. 
Formation Needed 

But above seine —— of 
Catholics, es y the lay a 
ostles, in deep spirituality . . Ih 
prayer life . . in caritas . . is the 
true bridge between men of all 
races—High were these sights set 
in the Congress. The Lay Ap- 
ostolate has come of tual 
age too . . and must continue to 
grow IF IT IS TO COMBAT THE 
COMMUNIST MYSTIQE EVERY- 
WHERE—FOR ONLY ON THE 
BATTLEGROUND OF SOULS 
WILL THIS PRESENT WAR BE 
WON, AND ONLY BY CHARITY 
WHOSE OTHER NAME IS LOVE 
WILL THIS WORLD’ BE 
HEALED 


Apostle hence 





dominating as they should at a 
Lay Congress. 


The modern 


“all 
is the heir to e spiritual 


‘\SMALL . 
;| PRAYER IN THE GREAT PRAY- 





in his throne, 





wealth of its older brothers and 
sisters in Religion. It must bring 
to the four corners of the earth 
the humility of the Benedictines . 
the prayer life of the Carmelites 
.. the flaming love and poverty of 
St. Francis . . the Veritas of St. 
Dominic . . the obedience and 
fealty to God, Church and the 
Holy Father of the Jesuits. . the 
zeal of the Early Christians . . the 
directness of the Fathers of the 
Church .. all this on the founda- 
tion stone of the Liturgy in which 
all these accents of the Holy 
Spirit meet IN THE MASS 
WHICH IS THE LORD’S SACRI- 
FICE, AND WHICH WILL 
NOURISH ALL WITH HIS 
BODY AND _ BLOOD. . THE 
FOOD OF THE SAINTS. . 

This is possible. For it has been 
done HERE IN ROME... BY 
PEOPLE WHO HAVE COME 
FROM THE CONFINES OF THE 
EARTH..WHO OFTEN DID 
NOT SPEAK THE SAME LANG- 


UAGES BUT ALL KNEW THE}; 


LANGUAGE OF CARITAS, AND 
SPOKE IT LOUDLY AND 
CLEARLY FOR THE WORLD TO 
HEAR. . FOR ALL PARTICIPAT- 
ED IN THE FEAST OF THE 
AGAPE—OF LOVE—THE SUP- 
PER OF THE LORD . . HOLY 
MASS. ALL SPOKE IN TRUTH - . 
ALL PRAYED TOGETHER . 
ALL WERE HUMBLE AND 
- AND ALL MET IN 


ER OF THE SILENCE OF GOD .. 
WHAT HAS BEEN DONE IN 

ROME ... CAN BE DONE IN 

THE WORLD. 

Yes . . it was an historical Con- 
gress. . how historical we shall 
be able to evaluate only in years 
to come . . One thing is certain 
a greater unity amongst apostol- 
ates will come forth, Catholic 
thinkers will give answers to the 
clear questions posed them. The 
world will indeed feel the impact 
of this congress . . in days to 
come. The impact will come on 
quiet feet . . with loving hearts 
and helping hands. . and it will 
bring forth more clearly even 
than before—the FACE OF 
CHRIST .. FOR THE WORLD 
TO SEE ON ITS MARKET 
PLACES EVERYWHERE. . 

YES, IT WAS AN HISTORIC, 
AL CONGRESS ... THIS SEC-| 
OND CONGRESS OF THE LAY) 
APOSTOLATE IN ROME IN THE) 
YEAR OF THE RUSSIAN SATEL- | 
LITE MOON ... LITTLE ROCK 
OF U.S.A., AND THE RISING 
TIDE OF UNREST THE WORLD 
OVER ...THE YEAR’ OF 
GRACE OF OUR LORD JESUS 
CHRIST 1957. . 


A Letter 
From Rome 

















Catholics of Canada and the 
U.S.A., friends everywhere. . . you 
have read reports of the Second 
Congress of the Lay Apostolate in! 
your Catholic Press. The h 
of the Pope has been printed, I 
hope, in full. 

The plenary sessions were re- 
ported. The words of men, lumin- 
ous with faith and love have ap- 
peared in black print all over the 
world . . The number of men and 
women from eighty or ninety free 
nations have been given . . and 
yet you who have not been in 
Rome may not the immens- 
ity and significance of this gath- 
ering of layfolks from all over the 
world . . . for you will neither 
have heard nor seen with your 
own eyes as I have -.. many oi 
the things that make these print- 
ed words come alive... with a 
pulsating, vivid life all their own 

What You Missed 

You will not have “SEEN” the 
face of the Holy Father, so loving- 
ly bent from his chair, as he was 
carried by crimson clad nobles to 
through the whole 
length of the immense bascilica 
of St. Peter. 


You would not catch the in-|? 


flection, now infinitely sad, now 
rising even unto the distant roof 
of St. Peter’s, in his clarion call 
to ALL CATHOLICS THROUGH- 
OUT THE WHOLE WORLD TO 
ARISE UNTO THE HELP OF 
THEIR SORELY PRESSED MO- 
THER CHURCH. 

You would not have heard the. 
voices of prelates, priests, and 
laymen call Catholics, to nothing 
less than heroic sanctity. You 
would not have sat in the midst 
of thousands of people. . . some of 
them jet black, others yellow, red, 
bronze . . all the colours and 
shading of the human race. . in 
one huge hall—together—in in- 
finite love and brotherhood to 
ward one another, that shone in 
their faces . . . expressed itself in 





helpfulness, and joy at being to- 
gether—one family under one Fa- 
ther, God, and one mother, the 
Church! -.. 

No, this you would not have 
experienced . . Nor could the 
black dead letters of the Catholic 
or Secular Press give it to you. . 
Neither canI... It is too stag- 
gering .. . too immense .. . too 
joyous a thing to be able to trans- 
fer it on paper... 

You Must Know This! 

Yet .. it has to be told . - and 
I for one know that I must at- 
tempt to tell it . . because of the 
grace of being here at this Con- 
gress ... called once again by the 
Holy Father to speed up the ap- 
ostolate of RESTORING ALL 
THINGS TO CHRIST. 

What an answer for instance 
was this gathering to Little Rock? 
There the Negro was hated,—his 
rights impinged . . Here he was 
loved . ... received with open arms 
. . mingling freely with His bro- 
thers in the Lord Christ. Nay 
speaking of his love for his white 
and other brothers. - 

It is not only by speeches that 
we shall make a better world. . IT 
IS BY LOVING .. . BY GIVING 
OF OURSELVES ... BY SUF- 
FERING WITH THOSE WHO 
SUFFER . . BY UNDERSTAND- 


‘ING THOSE WHO DO NOT 


WANT TO UNDERSTAND US... 
BY LOVING AGAIN THOSE 
WHO HATE US. . THAT WE 
WILL BRING THE REIGN OF 
CHRIST BACK INTO THE 
HEARTS OF MEN _ EVERY- 
WHERE ... 

But that means taking hate 
out of ourselves - . making our 
hearts and souls the abode of the 
Lord of Love .. . that means all 
of us, the humble and the small 
. .. the humble and the rich and 
the big ones of this world... it 
means black and white. . red and 


yellow ... It means You my be- 
loved friend, and brother in 
Christ .«. 


Over and over again speaker 
after speaker showed us the reign 
of Satan increasing in the world. 
The reign of darkness and fear. . 
confusion and despair . - again 
and again each called to all who 
belong to the Kingdom of Light. . 
to bring this light into the dark- 
ness around about them .. at 
ALL COSTS, this has to be done 
or we shall perish “in time’—in 
the end the Church will prevail 
but “in time” it may have to go 
into the catacombs unless YOU 
AND I... begin to love in earn- 
est and through that love bring 
THE FAITH .. .the Glad Tidings 
of the Gospel of Christ into this 
hapless world. 
hapless world. 

Frontiers of Hate and Love 


Easily defined are the countries 
and people behind the iron and 
bamboo curtains—any up-to-date 
geographical map will do that for 
us... BUT WHO SHALL DEFINE 
THE FRONTIERS OF HUMAN 
HEARTS INTO WHICH THE 
DARKNESS THAT DWELLS 
THERE .. HAS ENTERED? WHO 
SHALL TELL S OF THE THOUS- 
AND LITTLE ISLES IN MEN’S 
SOULS . . . THAT ARE SEPAR- 
ATED BY THOSE SAME CUR- 
TAINS ... FROM THE REST OF 
THEIR FELLOW MEN? 

What can penetrate behind ei- 
ther and both of these? CARITAS 
.. - LOVE OF GOD AND NEIGH- 
BOR ALONE KNOWS NO OB- 
STACLES ... IF WE ARE WIL- 
LING TO PAY THE PRICE... 

And that price ... is for each 
a heroic ehristianity .. without 
necessary change of state of life. 
Young and old . . married and 
single . . all can and must LOVE 
UNTO THE FOLLY OF THE 
CROSS ... even as CHRIST LOV- 
ED US ... then and then only 
will we bring HIS LIGHT INTO 
TODAY’S DARK WORLD .. 

Nor is this an abstract love. 
It is a love that heals, serves, 
understands, helps its immediate 
next door neighbor . . one’s fellow 
worker in offices . . factories, hos- 
itals, universities . - It is the IN- 
FILTRATION OF LIGHT, 
WHICH IS LOVE, INTO THE 
DARKNESS AROUND ABOUT 
US... Little fingers—at first if 
you wish, moving in—pushing 
darkness away on a small scale. . 
AND ALL THESE LITTLE FIN- 
GERS OF LIGHT PUSHING 


THROUGH THE DARKNESS, 


WILL THEN ONE DAY MERGE 
INTO A SEA OF LIGHT... 
Yet to be light, one must know 
light. And LIGHT IS TRUTH, 
AND TRUTH IS GOD .. We must 
start learning about Him — in 
order to love Him and then 
through our loving—give Him to 
others . . . There is no need for 
a deep search of higher know- 
ledge. To know well one’s cate- 
chism . . to read often and re-read 
the Gospels and Acts of the Ap- 
ostles . . to pray simply and often 





their speech, courtesy, kindness, 
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} 
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... to assist at Mass often, daily 


*|BUT TO USE IN THE SERVICE 


if possible . . such are the aven-| 
ues open to ALL CATHOLICS .. 
and they must now tread them 
... or be engulfed into that dark- 
ness themselves. 

Why Wait? 

OUR TIME IS NOW .. and 
when we thus learn to love . 
then we shall act upon that know- 
ledge for love does such things 
and is like that . . IT SERVES 
AND SACRIFICES THE MORE 
IT LOVES .. 

YES, OUR TIME IS NOW .. 
or we of this generation will have 
no time left . . but to weep in cat- 
acombs which we helped to make 
because we did not love enough. 

The Face of the Holy Father 
was all light and love—paternal- 
ly solicitious of all. His children 
the world over — those children 
who were there in St. Peter’s last 
Saturday the fifth of October 
1957—and those who were not 
there. 

But His face was also filled with 
pain . . and as he smiled and 
blessed us all. . his lips moved as 
in prayer: We were then told that) 
“he prays always” .. To love as 
He does, indeed, he must.. 

But the pain in His face and 
the pain and sorrow in His voice 
took hold of me. . and I wept.. 
so did prelates, and priests, strong 
men and young men in the audi- 
ience . . One could not listen to 
Him and not weep — over the 
world . . the pain of all . . one’s 
own short comings . . Hot tears. - 
cleansing tears . . good tears. . 
How I wish everyone wept such 
kind of tears .. that wash com- 
placency and indifference away. 

Joy was there too as I beheld 
young women and men, going 
and coming from distant mis- 
sions . . layfolks all. Joy was there 
when I thought that we too of 
Madonna House Secular Institute 
will someday—maybe in the not 
too distant future—go forth into 
mission lands as the Holy Father 
asks all us lay apostles to do. 

This is the Congress of CARIT- 
AS .. CHARITY WHOSE OTHER 
NAME IS LOVE . - IN ACTION 
INDEED I wish you all could have 
been here. .. You would have gone 
away enriched beyond the dreams 
of men. . On fire with love of God, 
the Church, and Our Holy Father, 
the Pope, who so luminously, so 
warmly, so urgently, calls all of 
us humble layfolks to become ap- 
ostles of the tortured Christ of 
our days.. 

But We Need 

It seems incongruous... and | 
anti-climatic sort of a thing to 
add to all the above . . that money 
is needed by all of us to imple- 
ment these directives of CARITAS 
. . . We of Madonna House need 
it desperately -. IF WE ARE TO 
TRY AND SPILL ALL THE LOVE 
THAT IS IN OUR HEARTS UNTO 
THE WORLD .. AS WE SO DES- 
PERATELY WISH TO DOSO... 
ESPECIALLY AFTER OUR PAR- 
TICIPATION IN THIS CON- 
GRESS. . 

Recently we sent out a begging 
letter . . The response has been, 
oh so small .. and yet one can- 
not travel to Pakistan or Africa. . 
without money . . One cannot 
even live in Combermere without 
it.. 

Willing to live for Christ... 
willing to die for Him. .. we are 
as nothing without money. . oh 
how I wish there were not need 
for it .. No need to beg. . It is 
so hard to ask for such things 
when one’s heart is on fire . . But 
I know.. that ask I must.. or 
the fire will not spill itself over 
the whole earth as we wish it to 
. . for ONE CANNOT WITNESS 
TO CHRIST AT A DISTANCE .. 

BELOVED FRIENDS EVERY- 
WHERE ... WILL YOU SEND US 
PENNIES . .. QUARTERS, FIFTY 
CENT. PIECES, AND—NOT TO 
HAVE OR HOLD... LORD NO! 


OF LOVE IN A _ LOVELESS 
WORLD... 
HELP US . SO THAT WE MAY 
HELP OTHERS TO SEE 
CHRIST’S BEAUTIFUL FACE 
AND KNOW THE LOVE OF 
HIS BURNING HEART IN 
TURN .. BEGGARS AT ALL 
CROSSROADS OF THE WORLD 
—WOULD I BE FOREVER—IF 
ONLY I COULD BRING THE 
LOVE OF CHRIST TO MY 
BRETHREN EVERYWHERE. 
Forgive my begging .. my 
pleading . . but I just saw the 
eyes of infinite love look for an 
instant into mine. I heard the 
voice of an 82 year old man. . 
who also is the Vicar of Christ on 
earth, plead with us, His lay ap- 
ostles, to extend our apostolates 
to the confines of the earth . . to 
be ramparts of the world . . that 
keep out the flood of darkness— 
we are willing to be dykes . - to 
be ramparts . . BUT EVEN FOR 


help us, beloved, of your needs -. 
we shall not waste — and YOU 
THEN SHALL NEVER WANT .. 
AMEN. 

MAKE OUT CHECKS PLEASE 
TO: MADONNA HOUSE, INC., 
AND SEND TO COMBERMERE 


‘|ONT., CANADA. 





Gloria 


in excelsis 
DEO 





A POSTSCRIPT 10 | 
LETTER FROM ROME, 


—_— 


Bed is a strange place. A sick 
bed that is. I had escaped the 
Asiatic flu when it was at its 
height in Rome and over a hali 
million people were sick with it 
It by-passed me when it touched 
over 100,00 people in Paris . . But 
it laid me low a few days after 
I had come back to Madonna 
House and Combermere. 

Yes, . . a bed, when one is sick 
is a strange place. A place where 
dream and reality seem to come 
together, and where perhaps the 
verities of our Faith become clear- 
er ..more vivid against the back- 
ground of this strange merger of 
dreams .. or is it fever . . and 
reality? 

I have no pains—of the body 
that is—oh, there is a cough, a 
sort of malaise, but on a whole 
the Asiatic flu is not painful to 











the body. 

Why then is my sul so tired. . 
so full of pain? Why can’t I rest 
in my comfortable bed in this 
House dedicated to the Mother of 
God, amongst my Spiritual Child- 
ren? Is it because in this dim state 
of dream merging with reality? 
Or is it fever—the lonely Christ of 
Charing Crss . . Rue de La Paix.-. 
Blvd. Anspach . . in fact “THE 
LONELY CHRIST EVERY- 
WHERE is so close that I can see 
His tears? 

Is it because my soul cries out 
wordlessly in an agony beyond 
computing. . that it desires to 
console this Lonely Christ . . Or 
perhaps, this spiritual pain comes 
to me on a painless sick bed, be- 
cause my soul knows that to con- 
sole its Beloved, it must bring 
Him souls?! 

But this is what I have been 
trying to do for 27 years in this 
Lay Apostolate of ours . . Why 
then, this acute, this overwhelm- 
ing pain? 

I have written you a “Letter 
from Rome”, now I am writing 
a postscrip from Madonna 
House and a sick bed where the 
Asiatic flu holds me fast. For 
here where reality and dream. . 
or is it fever . . merges in one, I 
understand so clearly the need of 
help, your help, to extend the 
Kingdom of God into the realms 
of souls. Why should I beat 
around the bush? Why not state 
simply, directly, NAY SHOUT -.. 
if a sick person can shout... 
THAT I NEED YOUR HELP... 

Oh, dearly beloved friends in 
Christ, read my “Letter from 
Rome” to you—and heed its 
pleading, which is not for me, I 
care not about myself, but is for 
Christ. Help us to assuage His 
loneliness by bringing Him souls. 
To do so, alas, and alack, we need 
gold and sliver and copper. We 
need that green paper that man 
has made a symbol of wealth, I 
MEAN MONEY! I MEAN MONEY 

I cannot find the proper words 
to beg well this time. The Asiatic 
flu has seen to that. But sick, or 
well, I must beg, beg until death 
has stilled my voice . . for if I 
don’t beg, I shall have failed the 
Lonely Christ. Please . . please . - 
give us of your surplus, of your 
necessity. Not for us. BUT THE 
LONELY CHRIST OF EVERY- 





THAT WE NEED CASH .. Help 





us, beloved, of your needs . .| 


WHERE. EVEN THE CAVE OF 
BETHLEHEM! 
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PORTLAND PICTURE 


By Diane Zdunich 











Stella Maris House, 208 N. E. 
Weidler St., Portland, Oregon— 
During the first weekend of Oc- 
tober we attended here in Port- 
land the Catholic Conference of 
Industrial and Social Relations. 
It consisted of four very interest- 
ing sessions. On Sunday after- 
noon we had Mr. John 
Cort who writes for “Com- 
monweal” speak on the lay- 
man’s responsibilities in the Ap- 
ostolate. He outlined for us his 
experiences at the Catholic Work- 
er in the early days and also his 
association with A.C.T.U. Then a 
representative of each of the ap- 
ostolic groups here in Portland 
spoke briefly on their work. This 
meeting was well attended and 
it struck us as a good way to 
spread the knowledge of the act- 
ivities in the city. 

The three evening sessions, 
Sunday, Monday and Tuesday 
were devoted to the problems of 
labor. Many of those attending 
were astonished the first night to 
hear that many businesses con- 
sider a worker “old” at 45, and 
that people over this age have a 
difficult time getting employ- 
ment. The whole evening was de- 
voted to exposing the problems 
of the older worker or those who 
would like to be a worker but 
can’t because of the arbitrary age 
level. This struck home last week 
when one of our good friends 
came in quite dejected. He had 
been “let go” from his job along 
with everyone else over 45! Sup- 
porting a family with no income 
is quite a task: 

Monday evening we heard 
James Carey of the AFL-CIO — 
and of course everyone was in- 
terested in the Hoffa affair, etc. 
The thing that impressed all of 
us the most was the sincerity of 
Mr. Carey and his courage. He 
knew what he stood for and he 
didn’t mind telling anyone. In 
this day of “diplomacy” and half- 
truths on so many sides, it was 
so refreshing to find such an hon- 
est man. 

The last night was manage- 
ment’s turn to have their say and 
show their side of the situation. 
The solution here, as in many 
other fields, lies in great part in 
giving the other fellow a chance 
not having pre-conceived ideas of 
his reactions, and in working to- 
gether for a common goal. This is 
a yearly affair in Our City of 
Roses and we are looking forward 
to helping plan for the next one. 
Our good friend Abbot Columban 
from the nearby Trappist Abbey 
was in to talk with Eddie about 
writing a book on Our Lady of 
Guadalupe, the Empress of the 
Americas and patroness of their 
Abbey. He gave the house here a 
large picture of Our Lady, which 
pleased us very much as he had 
aroused an interest in and love 
for Mary under this title of Guad- 
alupe by his own enthusiasm. 

Eddie Doherty is here in Port- 
land and we are thrilled to have 
him. It sounds so good to hear 
his typewriter banging away 
downstairs, and then to have that 
constantly happy face with us at 
meal time. God is good and we’re 
happy that the climate here 
agrees with Mr. D. We only wish 


- he could stay longer. 


The house is getting busier, 
and busier, as more and more 
asked to go out more and more. 

- The house grows slowly and time 
flies to eternity. 





CANADIAN - ABROAD 


By Mamie Legris 











I am sitting in the bright, spa- 
cious living room of Baroness 
Helen de Vinck in Brussels, Bel- 
gium. The sun is shining for the 
first time since our arrival in this 
country five days ago. Though it 
is late in September, there are a 
few signs of autumn. In the parks 
some of the chestnut leaves have 
fallen—but in most places the 
leaves and grass are as green as 
in spring, and everywhere there 
is still a profusion of roses and 
other garden flowers in full 
bloom. 

It is September 26, the feast of 
the Jesuit Martyrs and for some 
strange reason my thoughts are 
in the Yukon this morning. At 
Mass I prayed for everyone, but 
especially for our saintly Bishop 
Coudert of Whitehorse who has 
spent so many years in the Indian 
Missions; the Oblate Missionar- 
ies who lead such holy, dedicated 
live in that difficult land of the 
Yukon; for all missionaries the 
world over, and then for the 
members of our own small 
humble apostolate of Madonna 
House. 


Get Ready 


And my 
little farther. I think of a day 
last January when I received a 
letter from the B saying “I am 
going to the Second World Con- 
gress of the Lay Apostolate in 
Rome in October as a Canadian 
Delegate and I am going to take 
you with me. Get yourself a pass- 
port and a vaccination certificate. 
I’ll beg the money for our fare”— 
Boom!—and so it happened. 

After spending a busy summer 
at Maryhouse—one in which I 
had little time to think of Con- 
gresses, boats, countries, and the 
thousand new _ experiences I 
would have, I left the Yukon by 
plane the last day of August. A 
little more than five hours later, 
I was having tea at Marian 
Centre in Edmonton. The next 
day I left for Ottawa by C.N-R.— 
then a short two day visit with 
my mother in Dacre, Ontario— 
and first thing I knew I was on 
the Express Bus to Montreal 
where I was to meet B — Next 
morning, September sixth, we em- 
barked on the Ivernia—we were 








on our way to Europe. It was hard 
for me to believe, but it was true. 


Off We Go 


In Yukon language an amateur 
is called a “chuchako”’. Well, cer- 
tainly I was all of that on my 
first boat trip. For the first two 
days I was continually getting 
lost. After spending so many 
years serving other people, I 
found it hard to believe that I 
didn’t have to do a thing — not 
even make my bed or run the 
water for my bath. Our day began 
with Mass, and we would partic- 
ipate in three of them, for on 
board was a Servite, a Dominican, 
and an elderly priest who got 
around with the aid of a cane and 
who always offered the first 
Mass. 

Then a leisurely breakfast, 
walks on the deck, a movie, chat- 
ting with the friendly passengers 
—sitting in the sun, writing and 
reading, and last, but most im- 
portant, the good “gab-fests” B 
and had about God, our apostol- 
ate, customs, European culture, 
etc. These I shall probably never 
be able to talk about but I shall 
never forget. The sea was so 
smooth that we reached England 
a day early. I was sort of disap- 
pointed because it was so restful, 
so peaceful and so cosy on our big 
ship on the limitless ocean. 


England 


B, as usual, had arranged our 
train tickets from Southampton 
to London, well ahead of time. So 
as soon as we had disembarked 
and gone through Customs we got 
on the London bound train and 
two hours later arrived in the 
world’s largest city—where B had 
made reservations for us at a 
small hotel. The week that fol- 
lowed was full of excitement and 
education for me. I went on sight- 
seeing tours. Places and names of 
people that I remembered from 
my school days suddenly became 
real. Westminster Abbey, Charing 
Cross, the Strand, Shakespeare’s 
Globe Theatre, Keats, The Tower 
of London, Windsor Castle, Stoke 
Poges, St. Edward the Confessor, 
Cromwell, Dickens and so on 
down the line. The high, dark, 
stone and brick buildings, the 
narrow clean streets on which 
small dark English cars travelled 
like mad on the left side of the 
street (I think the English are 
terrific drivers), the two-storey 
buses, the numerous pe people 
dressed very conservatively, child- 
ren neatly dressed in the uni- 
forms of their various schools— 
quietly going to and from school 
—and everywhere an air of peace, 
courtesy and respect — are the 
things I will always associate 





with London 


I was not in England as a tour- 
ist—I was on my way to the Lay 
Congress in Rome and I was here 
for a purpose—to learn more 
about the Lay Apostolate — So 
after getting an idea of the phys- 
ical side of London, I settled 
down to more serious business. 
One Sunday, B and I were guests 
of Miss Yvonne Craig and her 


Staff at the Grail at Pinner, 
Middlesex. We received a royal 
welcome and for the first time I 


met members of another Secular 
Institute—people who were living 
like the members of Madonna 
House. My ears were wide open 
to all the conversations— I was 
here to learn and so I listened at- 
tentively. Secular Institutes cer- 
tainly have a common denomin- 
ator. We left our gracious host- 
ess with “We'll see you in Rome in 
October”—for she and her as- 
sistant, Philippa, were also dele- 
gates to the Congress. Next day 
we visited the Catholic Truth So- 
ciety, Sheed and Ward, the 
Y.C.W., and two days before leav- 
ing London we went to Downside 
to visit the Benedictine Monks. 
Benedictine Abbey 
Downside is a four-hour ride 





thoughts go back a| 


from London. The countryside 
through which, we passed—partly 
by train and partly by bus—was 
almost indescribable. The neat 
brick farm houses—the rolling 
green fields—the winding hills— 
the abundant flower gardens — 
the placid streams, the high and 
sometimes low stone walls are 
sights not soon to be forgotten. 
The Abbey itself was an imposing 
stone structure—the guest house 
where we spent the night was a 
comfortable and homey place and 
our host and hostess, Major and 
Mrs. Watt, with their vigilant 
eyes made sure that we lacked 
nothing. Before dinner there was 
the usual English tea—then we 
attended Vespers, and afterwards 
Dom Russell escorted us to the 
auditorium where B gave a lec- 
ture to over four hundred boys. 
Next morning we participated in 
a solemn high Mass sung by the 
monks and then I was all ears 
again as B discussed the Lay Ap- 
ostolate—the Liturgy and spirit- 
uality in general with several of 
the monks while the novices and 
postulants, like me, listened. All 
too soon the clock told us that it 
was time to get our bus back to 
Bath and our train to London, 
and so we departed. I won’t for- 
get my first trip to a Benedictine 
Monastery—it left a deep impres- 
sion. 





Back in London once more wes 
began our packing, for on the 
morrow, Saturday, September 
21st, we were scheduled to fly to 
Brussels, Belgium. The plane trip 
took exactly an hour—we had 
dinner in the air and a few min- 
utes later the plane let us down 
gently into a new country. Our 
hostess, Baroness de Vinck wel- 
comed us at the Air Port and soon 
we were relaxing in her lovely 
home. 

Belgium 

Once more my sight seeing be- 
gan—This time the names and 
places weren’t so familiar be- 
cause—shame on me— I don’t 
know enough about Belgian his- 
tory, art, and culture. B’s brother, 
Serge, took me all over the place, 
showed me so very many interest- 
ing places and told me much 
about the history of Belgium. He 
was a Super guide. So when I 
think of Belgium, names like 
Bruges, Royal Palace, Waterloo, 
Flanders, Van Eyck, Little Lost 
Boy, Marshal Foch, Lord Byron, 
Market Square will have an im- 
portant connotation. But there 
are many Apostolates to visit— 
the main reason, again, for my 
being in Belgium. We visited one 
yesterday—an Apostolate to the 
Russians. As I listened to Irene 
Kosnoff talking about their work, 
I was thinking that probably 
many of her followers would give 
their lives before Russia would be 
converted. 

And in a few days, B and I 
Shall leave for Rome. I shall be 
sorry to leave this lovely country 
—this land of so many tragedies 
—but I know our work will begin 
only after we get to the Eternal 
City. My September travels are 
a small preparation for the Lay 
Congress—and I begin to realize 
how very much there is for me to 
learn. And I pray that the Canad- 
ian Martyrs and all the martyrs 
of Rome will pray for the many 
little groups of modern martyrs, 
the lay apostles—here and all 
over the world—who will gather 
in Rome for the Congress and 
who in their various ways are 
helping to restore the Kingdom 
of Christ. 
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EDDIES OF 1957 


(Continued From Page One) 
gringo policemen”. There were 
even some so-called Pachucos. 

These are groups of Mexican 
and Indian boys and young men 
who band together all over the 
west in self-defence. They feel 
that white men and boys, “the 
“Gringos”, hate and despise them. 
They feel that the police are eager 
to shoot them down “like so many 
mad dogs.” And, indeed, quite a 
few have been shot down by the 
police. Sometimes they wear dis- 
tinguishing clothes — such as 
“Zootsuits”. They have fought 
bloody battles with white soldiers 
and sailors, and with civilian 
hoodlum gangs. 

New Uniform 

A little group of young men 
characterized by black leather 
coats and tight blue denim trous- 
ers began, in time, to make the 
Casa their headquarters. They 
added an item to their uniform. A 
Rosary. It is worn openly around 
the neck. 

The leader of these boys used to 
call himself “ The Devil”. He had 
been beaten many times by the 
police. He had served in reform 
school and in jail. He was noted 
for getting drunk and doing dev- 
ilish things. All the south side 
knew about him. And everybody 
called him “Satan”. 

“Satan” made himself at home 
in the Casa. He sang Mexican 
songs. He played the guitar. He 
talked—always about himself. 
Sometimes he asked a question. 
When no one listend to him, or 
looked at him, or talked to him, 
he did something to excite attent- 
ion. He had to be noticed. He had 
to be heard. 

He was in his twenties, but he 
had never made his first Com- 
munion. He wore the most beauti- 
ful Rosary in the group. It had 
a mother of Pearl crucifix, and 
silver and glass beads. But he 
didn’t know how to use it. He 
learned how only because he was 
there everynight when everybody 
knelt and prayed with the beads. 

Nobody talked religion to him, 
unless he brought up the subject. 
Nobody tried to convert him. No- 
body urged him to go to Mass. 
Father . J. Hannon, the pastor 
of Madre de Dios church, who was 
responsible for bringing the Ma- 
donna House lay apostles to Win- 
slow, gave silent approval. He no- 
ticed that the “devil” had tried 
to quit drinking, became interest- 
ed in Alcoholics Anonymous. He 
noticed, too, that friends had sud- 
denly quit calling him “Satan”. 
He noticed that sometimes the 
“devil” went voluntarily to Mass 
with Phil and Theresa and Cathy. 

Was he trying new ways of at- 
tracting, and holding, the at- 
tention of others? Or was there 
some real effort working in him 
for reform, some obscure but sin- 
cere desire to overcome his old 
temptations? 

On a glum rainy October day 
Cathy had to go to court to plead 
for one of her neighbors—a young 
man who had a habit of beating 
his wife every time he drank too 
much cheap wine. 


MOTHER-CABRINI 

















New Name 

“T’ll drive you”, Pancho said. 
He was Pancho now. Nobody calls 
him Satan any more. “And let’s 
say the Rosary on the way.” 

Catherine made her plea. The 
peg listened, and nodded his 
he 


“Perhaps you are right”, he 
said. “Maybe jail would not do 
him any good, especially as he 
has a wife and two children to 
support. But I do not want to 
see him here again. If he beats 
his wife once more I’ll send him 
ove, Not for one year but for 
ive!” 

Pancho should have been jubil- 
ant at the relgase of his friend. 
He was too stunned for jubilation. 

“Our prayers were answered!” 
he said. “That’s the first time it 
ever happened. Let’s say another 
Rosary on the way home!” 

Sometimes a_ stream, trickling 
through a desert, carries away 
bits of rich soil. It may even carry 
away gold. And it is possible — it 
can change the desert into a par- 





adise of fruits and flowers. 


A DIVINE GRAFTING 


By PEGGY CLARKE 











“A great storm of wind arose, 
and drove the waves into the 
boat...” Meanwhile He was in 
the stern, asleep on the pillow 
there.” Lk 4, 37. 

This passage, with the delight- 
ful detail of Christ’s being asleep 
on the pillow in the stern of the 
ship, had a great appeal for St. 
Therese of the Child Jesus. It 
told her much about the human- 
ity of Jesus. Perhaps it signified 
to her the complete identification 
of the Divinity of God with the 
humanity of man. Certainly sleep 
is very much a part of our hu- 
manity and in these times fa- 
tigue seems to be a universal dis- 
ease. A good remedy for fatigue 
is sleep, but it is too ordinary a 
remedy for many learned stag- 
nosticiants. 

We read in the lives of many 
saints that they slept a few hours 
nightly. But they did not live 
mid-20th century A.D. 

One reads of our polluted air, 
and of smogs and oxene; of the 
early death of hundreds through 
the diabolical exertion some men 
undergo in the cause of business’; 
of such anomalies as women 
’bull-fighters, and such contra- 
dictions as Doctors being forced 
to leave their own countries to 
become laborers in an alien land. 
No wonder we are a tired gener- 
ation. 

The chief reason most people 
are tired, is that very few are 
doing work suited for them, or 
suited to their human dignity. 
higher learning we should be bet- 
By this it is not meant that with 
ter off. What is meant is that 
with learning suited to the indiv- 
idual, we should be better off. 

Obviously, each individual can- 
not have a separate education. 
But girls could be taught as girls, 
and boys as boys. Particular 
bents in either sex could be bétter 
discerned and cultivated. But, 
above all, for God’s sake, let us 
bring Him into education. Then 
the new world, the world when 
today’s children are tomorrow’s 
men and women, will be a more 
eager one. Then the people, vital 
with a rounded human existence 
infused by a_ divine grafting, 
will be alive with the splendor of 
living and not half-doped by a 
stagnating half-life. 


You Have It Tough? 


Dear Catherine Doherty — I 
have just been reading of your 
experience of the Pain of Christ. 
I write to tell you that your work 
is always in my prayers, and also 
to beg your prayers. We too know 
the pain of Christ, we mission- 
aries. And, like you, would make 
Him better known. I am also 
writing with the idea of helping 
my poor people get a little needed 
bread. It is now over six months 
since I started working among 
the villagers here, the poorest in 
India. I am desperately trying to 
get help to buy some fertilizers 
for demonstration plots so as to 
improve the paddy cultivation. 
Rice is the centre of the whole 
life and economy here. Unfortun- 
ately nobody has money for fer- 
tilizers; which makes a miserable 
harvest. They have annually to 
face starvation from July to Oc- 
tober, with just one meal in two 
days! Weak and emaciated, they 
lack everything needed by hu- 
man beings. The vicious circle 
must be broken. I am praying 
that the Sacred Heart will touch 
the hearts of some generous 
friends and enable us to help 
these wretched people help them- 
selves. Whole districts in this 
part of India are filled with de- 
humanized poor. There are no 
slums in all the world so terrible. 
Yours in Christ, Father S. Mir- 
anda, S.J., Talassari, Sanjan 
P.O., Thana District, Bombay 
State, India. 
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(Continued on Page Four) 
work . . .Then, one must introduce 
into the ranks of teachers, extend- 
ing from elementary education to 
the university level, teachers and 
educators who are exemplary 
Catholic men and women. Third- 
ly, the lay apostles must be intro- 
duced into the economic, social 
and political life... 

In Africa and Asia 

Catholics are in the minority. 
Therefore, they should disting- 
uish themselves all the more by 
the example they give! They 
should take more interest in pub- 
lic, economic, social and political 
life . . . after adequate preparat- 
ion . . .Catholic Social Doctrine 
is still not sufficiently known in 
Asia . . One must train competent 
teachers to work in the schools in 
every grade - . It is claimed, at 
least among the African mission- 
aries, that a missionary accomp- 
anied by six catechists achieves 
more than seven missionares.. . 

Because of its economy, 70 per 
cent. of Asia remains an agricul- 
tural region and it has rightly 
been claimed that, if the farmer is 
the most important element in 
Asia, he is also the most neglect. 
ed. In this respect, Catholics re- 
alize that they must examine 
their own consciences. In the 
Philippines, the Catholic laymen 
who, together with the priest, 
take part in the social and relig- 
ious betterment of the farmer, 
are the most appreciated lay ap- 
ostles . . The women of Asia and 
Africa offer to the women’s lay 
apostolate innumerable oppor- 
tunities for action—a difficult ap- 
ostolate but rich with hope . . In 
Africa particularly, we witness 
with joy the extraordinary dyna- 
mism of the young Catholic gen- 
erations in the cultural, social 
and political fields . . 

In conclusion we give you two 
directives: first, collaborate with 
the neutral and non-Catholic or- 
ganizations and movements to 
the extent that and on the con- 
dition that you serve the common 
good and the cause of God. Sec- 
ondly, take a greater part in in- 
ternational organizations. This 
recommendation applies to all 
but in particular to the agricul- 
tural technicians. 

Conclusion 

If today the consciousness of 
the lay apostolate is awake and 
if the term “lay apostle” is one 
of the most widely used when one 
speaks of the activity of the 
Church, it is because the collabor- 
ation of the laity with the Hier- 
archy has never been so neces- 
sary nor practised in such a sys- 
tematic way as now . . Christ’s 
Church does not intend ceding 
ground to her declared enemy, 
atheistic communism, without 
putting up a fight . - Go to work 
with a faith still stronger than 
that of St. Peter when, on hear- 
ing the call of Jesus, he left his 
boat and walked on the waters 
to meet his Lord (Matt. 14: 30-31) 

During these years which have 
been so troubled, Mary, the glor- 
ious and powerful Queen of 
Heaven, has made her assistance 
felt in the different regions of 
the earth in such a tangible and 
marvelous manner that We now 
recommend to her care, with un- 
limited faith, all the forms of the 
lay apostolate... 
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